MAORI     FAIRY    TALES

THE WAIKATOS are a fine set of people, tall and
well made. They are remarkable, too, for the
delicacy of their pronunciation. One thought of the
Italian saying, "Lingua Toscana in bocca Romana,"
when listening to their talk. Many of the men and
women have hair dark brown rather than black,
with a tinge of red at the tip; and some of the young
people have fair skins, with colour in their cheeks.
In old days these fair children were supposed to be
changelings. There was a strong popular belief in
fairies. They were tall and pale, and sometimes a
Maori fell in love with one, and wooed and won her.
A man told me once that his grandmother was a
fairy. Sometimes Maori children were carried off to
fairyland and a changeling left in their place. There
are some fanciful legends about the good people. A
Waikato man told us one, and assured us it was true,
and that his friend, to whom the fairies appeared,
had only died a few years before we came into the
country:
Te Ka-na-wa had gone out one night to snare
kiwis, wingless birds, that sleep by day and come out
by night into the swamps in search of worms. After
a while, he grew tired and crept into a hollow tree
and lay down to sleep. He lit a fire outside. He was
awakened by the voices of men, women, and chik
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